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cession halted, torches waving in the wind, and
gathered into a semicircle while willing hands
brushed the snow from the occupants and righted
their sledge. Again the bells rang out a wild peal
of jingling speed in the night. But what had be-
come of the musicians? Nobody knew. The lead-
ing sledge went faster and faster, hoping to catch
them up; but it was soon apparent that they were
not on that road; they had not gone on! A halt
was called, a fork in the road was remembered.
There was nothing for it but to go back and look
for the little Jews along the other road. Every-
one was worried. How would the dance go at the
other farms if the musicians could not be found?
But presently someone caught the joyful cry of
violins above the sound of bells and the proces-
sion was complete again and growing in length as
they stopped to dance at yet another farmhouse,
and yet another and another.
The sun rose . . . the sun went down . . . the
sun rose. The fiddlers had scarcely any time to
eat or sleep. On the second night the vast train
of sledges stopped with snorting horses and jing-
ling bells before the biggest homestead for the
real ball.
The little fiddlers played louder. The guests
took their places for the famous figure dances.
The chief toy, handsome and elegant, in his em-
broidered white costume advanced to lead out
the best dancer of all the company. It was Manya
Sklodovska, in the dress of a mountain maiden
with a velvet jacket, 'puffed linen sleeves and a